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(ONE PENNY. 


“If Papa makes himself as conspicuous at all the seaside towns he visits during the next three months, as he has done at Maryate, Heaven holp us! 
From what I hear, he’s going about on the Sands in a Lifeguardsman’s uniform, and trifling with the hearts of the gay domestics in the most reckless 


Jashion, Mamma says it’s spoiling her holiday completely, for she has to have a continual eye on him to keep him anywhere within bounds. 


Poor Pa! I 


often think his early training must have been sadly neglected, if he ever had any at all. Look at the example to the youngsters, too!’’—Tvortsix. 


THE DOG DAYS. 


2, Natural than for him to start running at sucha 
speed that the perspiration literally rolled off him almost 
in pailfuls? At 8 low wall hove in sight, which 
our hero at once proceeded to scale, and, reaching the— 


et 
2 


3. Summit, turned round and bravely faced the be 
ene—— Well, well, who could have possibly imagined 
it? It was his own dog, who, carried away by the 
great fondness he 


bore to his master, had followed. 


THE MADE-UP WIDOW. 


_<- 


GESINA MARGARETHA GOTTFRIED was a plump and 
pretty widow, aged forty-four, She lived in Bremen, and 
was religious and charitable. In fourteen years she had 
buried her father, mother and brother, two husbands and 
three or four children, but she bore these afflictions with 
christian resignation. 

Herr Rumf, a master wheelwright, with his wife and chil- 
dren, came to lodge at her house in 1827, and the two women 
were soon fast friends. Shortly after their arrival, Madam 
Rumf had a baby, and three days later died in yreat agony 
of some mysterious complaint, being at the time tenderly 
nursed by Madam Gottfried. A few days later the nurse 
and apprentices fell ill. They, however, did not die; but 
within a twelvemonth Rumf himself, one of the strongest 
men in the town, became a confirmed invalid, whose com- 
plaint no doctor could understand. 

For about three years this lasted, and then he began to 
notice strange and suspicious things. One day he found 
some white powder in a salad, but he did not taste it, think- 
ing it was sugar; he, however, also noticed white powder 
in his soup, after eating which he vomited violently. He 
presently noticed the same white powder ona piece of pork, 
which, when submitted to the doctor, was pronounced to 


arsenic, 
In March, 1828, a strict examination into Madam Gott+ 
fried's doings was commenced, and a horrible story of crime 
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suranken and toothless, She had been elaborately padded and 
Piinted, and wore several pairs of stays. 

She owned that she bad poisoned th 
she killed; s 
reemingly by way of pastime. She regretted none of her crimes, 
appeanne to think she had well atoned for them by confessing 
tuem. Duoprison she ate and drank heartily, and stept well, When 
at Ivst she heard that she must prepare for death next day, she wa- 
het inthe least afmaid. On the day of her execution she dressed 
herself very carsfully, and) was most particular about her shoes, 
She held her dreo-s up daintily as she mounted the seatfold, having 
previously drank a tumbler of wine, handed to her by the head-- 
bvun, 

The puzzle was why she had taken so many lives, 
part, the murders were useless, seemed to be ne more than a 
ely, cruel lunatic, taking a tiendish pleasure in the sutlecings of her 
Vietims, Her schemes of gain were childish, and she was always 
Very poorly olf, 


ty persons, fiftecn of whom 


For the most 


nee . . * . . 
; “Niece old cup o° tea all the same,” murmured the ITereditary 
totie Bay, 
“ Kivht you are,” said Tbsen's Ghost Bill Tggins. 
(Neet week, Escaped from Stheria,” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


ares 

°° Correspondents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped enrclope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do vot inclose louse stamps, 


There's little doubt, Tony, the Eminent One would enjoy his sea 
tour cory much Were it not for the samewhat embarrassing presence 
of twins and his elderly Dateh, The jape which was sent bya 
ficnd in disquise, wha “signs himself W. WILLs, Is somewhat 
eadecent, besides hy ing stupid and almost as old as the hills, You 
should try to be happy, though marricd, F. UL; We're greatly 
obliged to you, JACK, Hut presume as you dowt send a stamp with 
your sketch that you really don't want the thing back, The aloum 
of cuttings you scnd us, MISS SMITH, és the prettiest yet that we've 
seen: Of course it is your fault, J, ARCHIBALD KEITH, how stupid 
and careless you ve been, Many thanks, J. MV; you cannot ea- 
pect us te ansierr your note, FOC, KNIGHT, In future we beg that 
youll couch your requests in terms just a shade more polite, Much 
obliged, Meni Bowers, but the story you send is unfit for the 
columns of MAY, Its certainly curious, RICHARD MCCLARE, how 
well the descriptions both tally, 

—— 
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JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


— 


ALL coud girls should try the Venus Reversible Slip Body. It 
ean be used as a lamp shade, a pudding cloth anda brash bag. It is 
grateful and soothing and comforting, It can be worn with or 
without tucker edging. It fits well to the figure and cannot be 
easily put out of shape. Worn in conjunction with the Patent 
Snooksby Corset, there is no fear of tear or stretching, and both 
kiss-in-the-ring and_honey-pots can be freely indulged in with the 
utmost impunity.—[ Adee.) ee 

* 


“T NEVER knowingly hurta living creature in my life, observed 
a professional philanthropist. “Oh, oh! Question, question?” 
said Johnnie Sawbones, “If the geutleman knows anything to 
the contrary, perhaps he will kindly state it,” said the professional 
satpro papa “T should like to ask the speaker, on his honour, if 

e did not only last week give some cuffs to his washerwoman /” 

ee [The meeting broke up. 
s 

“AND what did you think of my play, Mr. Bland?” asked a 
dramatic author, “Humph!” ejaculated Mr. Bland, a kindly 
critic, “1 am afraid it was scarcely a success, was it?” “ Damned 
ly faint praise, sir!” exclaimed the author. “Ah, yes; and by 
the audience also, my dear boy 1 ] was there, and 1 heard them.” 


* 
SHE isn't an angel, 
She isn't a goddess, 
She isn't a lily, a@ rose or a pearl ; 
She's simply what's sweetest, 
Completest and neatest, 


A dear little, queer little, sweet little girl ! 
and 


s 

THE Old Man is delighted to hear that the strawberry season is 
coming in slap up. He wasn't quite so delighted, though, with 
that McGooseley the other night (who had had just one too many 
und a spoonful over), when that sweet creature emptied the milk- 
jus over the Great Man's nose, and then tried to wrench it off, as 

ie thought he was going in for a good buster at strawberries and 
cream, es 
* 

ONE of the strangest sights to be witnessed in London last week 
was a troop of itinerant cay pad minstrels performing in Maiden 
Lane, opposite the “ Mona” Hotel, while about half a dozen of the 
genuine children of Afric were standing on the steps and criticising 
them, From the remarks the real niggers sane they did not 
think much of the imitation article. 

st 


= 

Mes, MACSTINGER hasn't quite so much confidence in her swect 
irl pupils as she might have. She compels them all to wear 
hollow indiarubber stay busks with whistles at the top. The other 
day when the new music master came and attempted to fold one 
of the young and lovely virgins to his four and sixspenny blue 
Waistcoat, there was a row made like a blooming Clapham Junetion, 
But even that was as nothing to the slipping that naughty, bad, 
Lobl irl bad afterwards, Why, the very police rushed into the 
house, as they theaght they d been springing a rattle. Hard- 
hearted, hard handed old school marui! 


brought to light. When brought up for trial, the widow, hitherto 
“Oo plump and pretty, was found to be a hideous old woman, 


» of the others she had only experimented on, | 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 


A curious party of Brompton, 
His new hat he jumped on and 
bumped on ; 
While it rained like the deuce, 
Said he, “ It’s no uae ; 
It coukin't be wetter if pumped on.” 


been eatin’ hunjuns. 


No, 375,—The “ Margate Bathing” Costume. 


Mariar, Wat's up, Chawley ? Main't 
I good enough for you ? 


Chawley. Yus, Mariar. But you've 


ee pb 


Old Gentleman (engaging typewriter). Tlum! 1 suppose you can obtain a 


recommendation from your last employer ? 


Pretty Applicant, Tam sorry I cannot, sir; he was, unfortunately, killed in an 


accident before my eyes. 


Old Gentleman, Dear, dear! how very sad! How did it happen? Run over, 


a railway accident ? 
Pretty Applicant. Oh, no! 
found him embracing me, 


He. Am I correct ia assuming T have | 


seen you befe 
Nhe Very likely, 1 was at the Zoo last 


Mouday. 
ae 


You see, his wife called unexpectedly one day, and 


The new young nian lodger at the 
Mildeweries, 


ee eee a ae ——— eae ae 


(Saturday, July 4, 1891. 


Poor old Mr. Lubber is always putting his foot in it through 


his terrible absence of mind. He attended a garden party the other 


day, at Misa Wearwell’s, who does the “ mutton, dressed as lanib’ 
business ; and she was showing her guests a fine tulip-tree, “That 
was planted fifty years ago,” lisped tie hostess, “ Dear me!" said 
Lubber, thinking of something else, “were you present!” and it 
suddenly began to freeze, 

“Au, Mr. Lushington, how are you?” exclaimed Mra, Dupher, 
*Tlow are your eyes!" “My eyes, Mrs, Dupher?” interrogats« 
Mr. Lushington, “My eyes are all right, thank you.” “flow 
strange,” said Mrs, Dupher; “1 heard my husband tell Mr. Jones 
that after the banquet you and he were at the other night, you 
went home blind! But perhaps he made a mistake.” © Perhaps 
he did,” drily remarked Lushingion, 


* 
THERE was a young lady of Farnham, 
Whose only good cuss word was “darn ‘em !" 
When asked how she knew 
So remarkably few, 
She said, “ I've had no time to larn ‘em.” 


THE other day the Sloperian tame poet was in the office waiting 
to vet a little bit on account, when the supernumerary Muse, who 
is turned on for Christmas and Holiday Numbers, happened to look 
in, “Hat” exclaimed our own poet, when the other had gone, 
“he is anxious to step into my shoes.” “Is he?” queried Lord 
Bob, glancing down at the speaker's well wora bluchers ; “I should 
think he would get his feet wet if he did.” 

, 
Overheard behind the scenes at the Friv, 

Miss Plumly (good figure but, plain face). Ah, well, beauty is 
only skin deep, after all. 

Miss Pritsey (the beauty). Yes, dear, and sometimes it doesn't 
even go deeper than the “ make up,” does it? 


* 

“ PENNYSH on bottlesh,” hiccuped ALLY, reading the ticket on 
an empty gin recepiacle, “pennysh ou bottlesh,—good bishnish ! 
Jush what 1 wantsh—but—(Aic)—where the jevilsh is it?) 1 shee 
no pehnysh, Ah, ‘yadsh! it mush have fallsh on floorsh.” 

[lift on all-fours, penny hunting, 


* 
“Ts there any money in backing horses?” inquired Softy. “You 
just try,” said Sharply, “you'll find plenty of money tn if, but 
precious little got out.” *\* 


Erpress to Brighton, 
Saobley, Pardon me, madam, but have you any objection to 
tobacco ! 
huir Passenger, Oh, not in the least 
Snobley grins with glee and brings out a dirty briar, 
Kuir Passenger (continuing). ——but | cannot bear smoke, 


* 

“Why did they shut up the skating rink at Olympia, dad? 
inquired Young Sharpshins, “On account of dress: improvers 
going out of fashion, my son, It beeame too painful.” 

7 


. 
“ AIN'T you tired of loafing about, wasting your time?” asked Mr, 
N. BR. Gee. “ Yes, awfully tired!" answered the loafer, “ too tired, 
in fact, to start doing anything.” % 


* 

I LIKE to see my little mash 
In the summer ocean splash. 
Sunny eyes and ringlets fair, 
Little tootsies in the air, 
I like to see my darling dip 
Amid the waves that dance and trip. 
“Tel hil’ she laughs and jumps about 
When all the telescopes come out, 
1 like to see my darling queen 
Come from out the close machine, 
Oh! would that fa wave could be, 
Yo wash that ankle, foot and knee. 

Par 


7 

THE latest use forthe phonograph is to keep preserved the sound 

of your young woman's Tat kiss. However, mistakes occur some- 

times, You get registering wrong sounds, Lt wasn'takiss that Jones 

preserved, It was only the click of Anna Maria's artiticial teeth. 
2° 


“Tsay, father,” said little Wildboy, “why are naughty boys so 
often sent to seal” “Because,” said his father, with emphasis, 
“every sailing ship carries a spanker, my son,” 

s * 


* 

“Good morning, sir!” said a charitable collector; “have you 
anything you can give me?” “ Nothing but the intluenza,” replied 
Mr, Stingey, e* 

s 


On the eve of a Race Meeting. 

Youthful Sportsman, Vm very ill, doctor. 

Doctor, Really, you don't look it. . 

Youthful Sportsman, Yes, doctor ; I'm too ill to go to the office 
to-morrow, 

Doctor, Why, what's the matter with you? 

Youthful Sportsman, Ah, 1 must leave that to you, doctor. 
About the worst disease your conscience will allow you to certily 
to for half a quid. 

[ Yeuthful Sportsman is unable to attend the office on aceon! 
of “spasm of the diaphragm.” 
* 


* 

Iv is one of the most unaccountable things in nature that a man 
who can bolt a lamp of meat as large asa walnut will choke over 
a little rhubarb pill if he tries to swallow it down dry. 

-* 


> 

“You'RE looking awfully pale, dear, lately,” remarked Lardi 
Longsox, “Yez, dear,” said Tottie Goodenough, languidly, ° bn 
not up to the mark at all. The doctor has ordered me to go down 
to Brighton to regain my colour, but | don't like to leave ma all 
alone.” “Then why,” said Lardi Longsox, oh, so innocently, “dont 
you write for it, dear?) You remember the chemist’s name where 
you used to get it, don’t you?” a And then the fur tlew. 


“WILL you all time ‘my darling be? 
Darling, sitting on my knee; 
Darling, with such pretty ways, 
Don't kiss so quick, you'll crack your stays.” 


© Will T your darling ever be? 

You silly juggins—no, not me: 

Some folks have such diffrent ways ; 
Another cove shall squeeze these stays.” 


He had heen out toa summer “smoker.” The cold Scotch had 
been splashed about pretty freely, “ Was he rather feverish, dear?! 
“Feverish isn't the word for it. John had the hot coppers so awful 
that when he breathed on my bonnet he actually withered the 
artificial roses,” Pat 

* 


Dr. QUACK is preparing his almanac to give away for the coming 
year, © Page twenty-three, sir,” said his clerk, “is an advertise: 
ment of our wonderful patent antibilious pills, What would you 
like to face it on page twenty-two?” “Tumph! murmured Vr. 
Quack, “we'd better have some cookery, Say a recipe for makin: 
mock turtle soup out of pig’s head, pork chops fried in oil, Get 
that down?) Then—er—er—ducks stewed in butter, and—er—er— 
oh, yes, pig's fry ada qarlico, A rich plum pudding, Make a nete 
that in this recipe there must be two pounds of suet to half 4 
pound of flour, Marrow bones on toast and Welsh rabbit, There. 
if that don’t do, it ought to,” 
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Saturday, July 4, 1891.) 
a TOOTSIE AT EASTBOURNE. 


_—— 


WELL, yes, chappies and chappessies, we are all there down 
1 must say 


A really good guide— 
not a lady, you 
know, but a book 
—tells us that, 
* This fashionable 
watering place 
has a southern 
aspect, and is 
situated between 
Brighton and 
Hastings, about 
sixty-five miles 
from London, on 
the Brighton and 
South Coast Rail- 
way. The town 
is beautifully 
clean, has a first- 
class system of 
drainage, and a 
good supply of 


here, approve of Eastbourne, 


pure water. The 
sopulation — has 
largely increased 


of late years, and 
asa health resort, 
the place occupies 
the first position ; 
the greater part 
of the town stands 
on a porous sub- 
soil, which means 
dry walking after 
the heaviest rain. 
There is plenty of 
amusement to be 
had, and foxhounds and harriers meet almost daily.” 

Lam not quite sure about the foxhounds and harriers meeting, 
or whether they speak as they pass by, but | know there are a 
lot of other daw around, and don’t they just stare when you're 
bathing, at least they stared at Tottie, Nellie, Lardi and yours 
Tootsiely, There are others they stare at also, but [don't think 
their remarks when doing so are altogether thattering, 

We are staving at the * Burlington,” where, by the way, the Jersey 
Lily stayed last week, Royalty, also, has been down, Mr. Evenden 
has come back from Bristol in’ his Baby boat, and Darkest Africa 
lias prevailed in: Devonshire Park, 

The Dook Snook has, so far, been rather a success, and two 
voungs Lidies, evidently customers of Miaxddime Flora (to whose 
“toiforsinade department” LT would call special attention), were 
yooerdhiy seemingly very much strack by the appearance of that 
hoblenan striding Lauahtily along the pier, Lf they had only seen 
him at the end, at the 
refreshment bar, in 
rearch of @ necessary 
halfpenny, to make up 
the cost of a Sevlch 
cold that had got away 
in the wild recesses of 
his coat tail lining, 
they might have 
siniled. 

Many exciting 
events may take place 
before our visit draws 
to a close, Lardi, for 
instance, has entered 
for the Amateur Swit 
ming Championship, 
at the Devonshire 
Baths, and big bets 
have been made on the 
event, 

That thing Bob 
would appear to have 
some idea of utilizing 
the present tour for 
mercenary motives, 
He has asked whether 
Lardi, Tottie, Nellie 
and Peould not dance 
w pas ded cats; if the 
Dook thought be 
wold want mueh 
mokine ap fer the Bo- 
ce Man, and whether 
Villy, in black pelazert 
lining and a practical 
tin tail to was tu slow music, with an electric light at the end, 
would not play a Jumbo jujube, Meanwhile, he has bousht an 
“uly duckling "at Lanzney, born with four legs, three eyes and two 
beaks, and a reversionary interest ina distraint sale ona Salvationist 
sofa. Tf he can only get the cobra from the India exhibition, he 
seems to think we may make our exes whilst “on the road.” 

Billy meanwhile wears a countenance indicative of « deep rooted 
melancholy ; but as he sits on a penny chair (a strong one) on the 
beach, the juvenile population ask Lardi and Nellie what he’s fed 
on, “taters,” “tarts,” or Thorley’s food ; and, later on, being found 
munching a jumble, things are thrown at Billy—hard things, that 
hit him on the lower buttons of his fancy vest, and make him say 
nad, the other way round and gnash his eye tooth, It does seem 
hard) poor Billy's 
figure should be so 
laughed at, yet 1 
must confess that 
he is little better 
than an animated 
butter barrel, and 
hot sO very own 
matedeven at that, 

Kastbourne is a 
pretty place, with 
Various anitise- 
ments and vers 
yood shops, On 
the whole, | don't 
think the abolition 
of the processions 
of Salvationists on 
Sundays would be 
found by the visi- 
fors a very, very 
great drawback, 
which observation 
possibly misht 
apply tow nwaber 
of other serside 
pace The Eb 
yonrne Meicistrates 
seri to be of my 
way oof thinking, 
too, and the other 
day fined fourteen 
of those enervetic 
ladies and) wenth- 
Men five pound-. 

Whether they dropped their fives or took the month 
Belly has cone tu bed. ‘Phe jumble disagreed with him, 


The first dip of the seasun, 


Spovk --a success. 


Tie Junibo juguie. 


er nooonth 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


CAUGHT! 

HE kissed me once. _T said, “Oh, my t” 
And then he kissed me twice, 

“Now, then,” said 1, “VU havea try; 
It really is so nice !” 


Tkissed him, and he said, “Oh! ah!” 
But, oh! we did not see 

That both papa and dear mamma 
Were close alougside me, 


And now poor pa his toe is sprained, 
And lo! upou his boot, 

A scrap of worsted has remained 
From Wilfrid's tourist svet, 


> 


THE HISTORY OF ENGLAND. 
By A, SLoper, Esy., F.O.M, 
(Being further annotated, enlarged, and generally knocked about.) 


CHAPTER I. 
WILLIAM J, 1066 to 1087, 


WinutaAM I. of Normandy was the son of Robert the Devil, of 
the same place. Robert was a monarch who possessed a few trifling 
weaknesses of character, Ina fit of absence of mind he pr: isoned 
his brother, Richard It, of Normandy. Having, at length, become 
weary of stabbing most of his relatives and of roasting divers 
burzhers, ctc., who would do nothing in the Three Months After 
Date way, he suddenly took it into his head that he would like a 
change. | He didn’t take a Saturday to Monday trip to anywhere in 


particular, and so make himself bad with billiards and bad brandy | 


and soda water as to last him for a week afterwards, 

packed up his modest traps, battle-axed a fifth cousin as a sort of 
arting remembrance, and started as a Pilgrim to the Holy Land, 
When, however, he was politely poisoned by a pal at Nice on his 

” arm, William ascended the throne, Then followed a deuce of a 
ick-up. 

It was in the suppression of this rebellion that a man, since 
famous in the annals of history, was first brought before the world, 
The most faithful of all William’s barons wasa certain Hugo de 
Sloper, Baron of Mill Jew. The origin of the name of this great 
noble has been traced to various sauces, Some hold it as coming 
from Slow-peur, or, slow of fear ; others, from Slope-hare, from the 
swiftness even as of the hare in levanting before a creditor, ete., 
from Slope-hair (the hair of one Sloper having been considerably 
shortened or sloped away during a temporary retirement in the 
Palace of the Stone Juz), ete., ete. 

In September of 1066, William made his descent on England. 
Accompanied by Hugo de Sloper and an immense army of barons, 
knights and mercenaries, he disembarked at Pevensey. On land- 
ing, William the Conqueror stumbled and fell, He said this was a 
good omen and showed that he came to take possession of the 
country. But on Hugo de Sloper making some strange remark 
about “beginning a bit early before the biz. was done,” the 
narch sternly ordered him to his post (not meaning the usual 
friendly lamp-post, but his place of command), Still William, 
although angry for the moment, by no means undervalued the 
ices of his adherent. The army for sume tite stood in silence. 
William slowly rode 3 

“ Barons, knights, faithful servants, our cause is the justest that 
can be, Behold the consecrated banner!) Your swords are in your 
hands. Your prince leads you on. His heart is full of pride, and 
his pockets of baccarat counters, What more can you want? But, 
one thing—is Hugo de Sloper here?” 

His nose, like a lurid suuset gleaming through his helmet (for 
no nose-piece could cover it), Hugo de Sloper answered, “ I am,” 

“ Then,” said the Conqueror, “let the blooming battle begin.” 

Thus was laid the foundation of Norman su diggs! Clara that of 
the common or garden chestnut, which still walks its ghastly rounds 
before the pewter of the “ Blue Pig.” Besides becoming King of 
England, William established the feudal system, the curfewand the 
fine art of Jew torturing. It is related by the chroniclera of the 

eriod that Hugo de Sloper met his death from the hand of the 
King, having become overheated in au argument as to whether 
Jews, when roasted, should be basted with sweet oil or with lard. 
William died in 1087 from an injury while out riding at the siege of 
Le Mantes. Ile was a great warrior, and, from his inveterate love 
of taking life, if he had turned his attention to Chicago pig cutting, 
would in this day have made his pile—aud blewed it, 


GIRLS TO GET ON WITH. 
No. 14.—THE Girt UP THE RIVER, 


THERE'S not a girl in all the land— 
From Darkest Africa to Putney, 
From New York city tu the Strand, 
From Hampstead to the town of Chutnee— 
There's not in all this broad expanse 
A girl more used to Cupid's quiver 
Than she whe gives a echap a ehance 
OF going with her up the river. 


You get your boat, let's say, al Kew— 
(Be very careful, when you get her, 
To sce that it is one for two: 
It generally answers better !)— 
And then, in merry, mashing mood— 
Now rowing for your life, now sporting— 
You sight ahead some solitude 
Where lovers do their (Hampton) courting. 


It's here, in this retreat sublime, 
You'd better stop awhile, suggesting 
It's Just about the very time 
You did a little bit of resting. 
And when the rest is done, and through 
The trees you sce the sun a-shifting, 
It’s now you take her back to Kew— 
Not rowing hard, but simply drifting, 


By Soren! how T love that girl 

Who lets you row her up the river! 
What tales of love you can unfurl! 

What heaps of kisses you can give her! 
It's scarcely possible to tell, 

For certain, how TP love, adore her; 
Howe'er, FE love her quite as well 

As omnmy more Pve loved before her, 

—Dos JUAN, JUN On, 


+ ee 


AN ANTRIM APOLOGY. 

SOME time brick, when Colonel Nerth was constructing one of 
fis raitroads in Peru, he fond if neces ory te deapert Chather nen 
breakdown cangs of mavvies, for the most part from Mr. Balbeurss 
seed potato Utopie Goin over the working © one day, Go see hea 
the work was prectessing, he noticed one bvbourer who dad Let 
down his pick and himeseclT® and was beshing in the san on bis back. 
Tie Coloool reoprimomded: hin rather ohorply. and) the Boner 
Telameber met Lewin whom he was eddires anes. replied Ohh, Dev 
cess teve!l tro fo’ — welll blige! ‘The Colonel drdivt) say 
totteh just then. bet (he reavvy Sdrewed about it? whe he came to 
Knock off fer the das. On the following merning the Colonel 
come ronnd aernion By this time Trrenee was atl apologies, 

“Shure, Cotonel dear. it not ver elf, had Pb Know dye, that Pd 
have been oendin” 

SD supper veri remmenits eo what vet 

“Dy the Viera’. 
Colored dear vou ne divtig a ene 


vb 


you needa t go mere 


No; he | 
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MY WIFE'S MAID. 


-_o— 

We became acquainted in rather a strange sort of way. 
think many Deon 
duced, lerhaps 
that’s as well 
for the many 
people, 

I was a mar- 
ried man, 
There's no- 
thing very 
strange about 
that, except, 
maybe, that 1 
was a married 
man without. 
any children. I 
hate children; 
they are always 
in ‘the room, + 
when it so 
happens (and it % 
happens — very 
often if, you're 
married) that 
you want to 
have a fine, 
healthy swear, 
But that's 
wandering 


1 don't 


e set introduced to one another as we got intro- 


trom the . 

point, A 
1 was a mar- 

ried oman, as 

had come upto ms 


town for a bit 
while my house 
in Muflin-on-the-Hobb was being Spring-cleaned—that is, turned 
inside out, and never quite restored to its former state. My 
wife, of course, remained at Mutflin-on-the-Hobb, to see that the 
house was thoroughly upset. 
[ found lodgings ina funny little turning near the Strand—a ex! 
de sac, narrow and paved with stone, The houses on either side of 
the way faced cach other at singularly close quarters, so TP had 
reveral opportunities of studying the contents of the house imme- 
diately opposite mine, The first article that attracted my attention 
in that building was a pretty servant. [t's a marvellous thing how 
quickly a pretty servant can be found when she's anywhere about, 
Now, to the introduction, It was very late, TP ohad been out 
marketing or something, and was just about to undress and po to 
bed, when the eats began to tune up outside, 
Whilst sprinkling them with a pitcher of water, E heard ia female 
voice remark, “Ere, cheese that, now! What d'yer take me for 

a vouse on fire!” 
a Pohad been 
throwing some 
of the water on 
S) othe pretty ser- 
g vant, 


. | Down the 
stairs like a 


shot, with a 
towel in) my 
hand, and out 
into the court 
to apologize. 
And we were 
such close 
frieuds by Sun- 
day, that) she 
said To might 
accompany her 
to Hampton 
Court on Wed- 
nesday, when 
she was leaving 
her present sit- 
uation to “set- 
tle” with a 
party at that 
riverside re- 
sort, who was 
secing ber on 
beha fo oof HY 
lady who was 
too busy to 
do the job her- 
self. 

We had the boat there: nice hoat—cool cabin. She was a stylish 
lookin girl, youns and handsome, so TP dida’t mind being seen 
with herascrap. Thatis, didn't mind strangers seeing me with her, 
I waited round the corner while she went in to be interviewed, I 
believe, that the interview went this way something— 

“tlave you any followers!" “No.” 

“But | saw you with a man as you were coming up the street.” 
“ Did you, mam? Lor’, just fancy that! 7 didn't him.” 
“Are you—but here is the lady who thinks of engaging you. 1 
told her you were coming here to-day, and E would see whether f 
thought you would suit, and she fancied, as her husband was in 
town, aud she didn't happen to be so busy as she anticipated, she 
had better ran 
over and sce 
you herself.” 
Examination 
continued by 
the other lady, 
© Are you quite 
sure you have 
no followers!” 
“Onite.” 

© How about 
the moun this 
lady says) she 
saw you witht" 
of don't 
know nothink 
of no man, 
meen” 

“Wait there, 
amd Pi pnst co 
reumd the eo 
hep ome aed 
that aan whe 


Out to apologize. 


helt (hen 
a al 


J 


nal 


We had the boat there, 


thes waitin 
tor, TP beave se 
sert of feetin + 
Chat vent ae 


not tellites mre 
the trath.” 


And oh -- 
my wife — pot 
on her bormnet 


and went 
round Che eor- 
nerto ee who the meu was. As the centlemmn at the o Pawo sine. 
Tet wax nie —that was ae! 
Axawhe tak noend of trenkle to conronee 
Woaostivodty gorse neat breton 
That he teard win th thi luego — 


fol Pre never bad aecgn’s rest senee!”? 
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A «lreadful shock the Rev. Aily Too- 
kool received on seeing a portrait of 
the P. of W— in a shop window. 


©,% Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
of her Jriewts whose portraits have not yet been inserted, 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


/} 


fr i) 
“yf 


“Twas thinking, Georgie,” said the Eminent the other afternoon to his friend 
Bryer, as the two gentlemen reclined in listless attitudes on expensively upholstered 
lounges in the smoking saloon of the Strand Theatre, discussing cooling gargles and 
fat cigars—at Mr. Bryer’s expense, “I was thinking if i interviewed Miss Atherton 
this evening in the uniform of a French chasseur, it woul give a kind of espree doo 
kor, as it were, to the affair. What is your opinion? Would the talented little lady 
take it as a compliment, think you?” “ Undoubtedly,” replied Mr. Bryer.—THE 
INTERVIEW.—" Comerrard, jer voo salootay !" cried A. SLOPER, quite a la militaire. 
Miss Alice Atherton smiled and extended her hand. In a moment the severe military 


No, 189.—M1ss Cora LOVE. 


f . wi ” —The Dook § i manner vanished from A. SLOPER, and, with the air of an eighteenth century gallant, 
hi Spat my oe th — ae PrEee The Snook. he pressed it to his lips. “And how,” asked Miss Atherton, “is Mrs. Sloper?” 
Tp) h! where will you find a maid so fair —Lord Bob, “Well, I thank you, although she says she requires a change, and threatens, like 
it “Her beauteous image haunts me still.” — The Hon, Billy. Modern Wives, if I do not immediately take her ont of town to leave me for ever.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY: 


YE MONKS OF OLD.—Giving a monk the sack. | 


(Saturday, July 4, 1691. 


“Tam ina dreadful predicament, I have 
at last fallen in love,and with such a dear 
duck of a young fellow, How to break it 
to my husband I don't know. What do 
you suggest, dear ¢"—Latract from Letter 
of Young Lady. 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—MISS ALICE ATHERTON. 


| Sala 
& 


“Tearme! I hope the Twins are well!” “The Twins? That word calls to my 
mind your charming impersonation of Jessie in The Babes. They have lately taken 
to prattle—no doubt instigated by their mother,—of dabbling in the vasty deep, of 
donkey rides, of wild flowers, butterflies and Blackberries—another charming imper- 
sonation, by the way, which we must get our friend Edouin to revive— The Japs, too. 
Oh, Miss Atherton, that bonnet! How killing you looked init! I positively raved 
about it till Mrs.S. became quite jealous.” “I am afraid you area naughty flatterer,” 
cried Miss Atherton, langhing. A, SLOPER saw an opportunity fora little jeu de mot, 
and availed himsclf of it. “Oh, Aatti long with you!” said he, playfully, “ you don't 
mean it,” Miss Atherton looked puzzled. “ Aatti, Katti,” he explained. “ You grasp 
the witticism? Ha! ha!" And the Wreck bade the accomplished actress a cordial 
adieu, feeling he had completed the interview in a brilliant manner becoming a 
genins of his stamp and reputation, 
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(1) © Lovk at me, on beans,” shricked the vegetarian lecturer, 


DO. 


| M 


(2) * Look at this, on shecp's head,” roared the Elder, why could ut stand the Laird’s smug look of self satisfaction. 
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Anoth 
weekly be 
villains wl 
I shall be 
—The Ha 


Kurmer WI 
Waiter 7 

Waiter, He 

Farmer. Al 
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Say 

Wi 
WW) 
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‘ ee 
} Inpolite . Hippolybe . 
se 


ALBLLLLE Uh 
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Davie - Re Su Oo”. 


Youre x.veRy fice fellows 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Another six days of labour past and gone, and once more does your humble showman make his | hear, no doubt, Now these two pugs. together spout :—If you to Wimbledon now go, You'll see the 
i i champion Tennis Show :—The Diplomatic Corps has now Reecived a smile which means a row :— 
The Grand Old Duke, if rumour's true, This month will hold a grand review :— Coloured men, says 
William gay, As Bishops make a grand display.—All lovers of the noble game of lawn tennis 
must not fail to pay a visit to Wimbledon this week.—THK SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


MISTAKEN IDENTITY. 


weekly bow to his friends and enemies—but, stay, enemies, did I say? Tush !—’tis only fools and 
villains who have enemies. ‘Tis my proud boast that in all the world——but, there, let us proceed, or 
I shall be accused of conceit :—Sume noted men the other night Were found, alas! in sorry plight : 
—The Handel Festal was, I hear, The best one held for many a year :—Some humbug we shall 


Farmer Whackstraw (at West-End restaurant), Wot fish 've ‘ee got, 
vaiter % 

Waiter, Heverythink that’s in season, sir. 

Farmer, Ali! then bring me a nice soft-roed bloater, will ‘ee. 


ynard, Dam coing to send my curly headed darling by herself all the way to 
Now t faithfully promise lo have her in your own van, and if she cries ty 


| a Wd 


ale her, 
gin the rules foranyone to travel inmy van but myself; but as your | 
a. PM 4 


BY THE SEA. 
". : ‘The sea vir always dors a strange effectien the Ohh Mbew  Hiceome 
bter, wrelelh! Dau tolking about my dog. duct as depicted above is nuthing to how hes oanetinies curdes on, 


NEVER SAY DIE. } 
y CE Pore. Oh, Tsay, Frederick, there's two nice little girls over | ot 
here, Shall we po und meet ‘em ¢ ' 


ALLY-CAMPANE 


—— 
A FEW WORDS. 
APTER the most careful consideration, we have decided, once and 
voaway any more Prizes. This step 
has been forced upon 
us through the bitter 
complaints of the dis- 
appointed — Competi- 
tors, With the enor- 
meus cireulation 
“ALLY SLOPERS 
HWALF-HOLIDAY” en- 
joys, we find ourselves 
Ina very difficult posi- 
tion, for it is quite ime 
possible for us to give 
toevery body wire ap. 
plies, What is the re- 
sult?) Those who get 
what they ask forare 
satisfied; those who 
don't, or, certainly, 
many of them, become 
discontented, and 
often accuse us of un- 
fairness in the awards 
and inubility to judge 
who should have a 
Prize and who should 
not. If these cases had 
been isolated, we 
should have paid little 
or noattention to 
them, but they have 

f : of late grown to such 
proportions, that it bias at length dawned upon us that our Prize 
Giving is creating far more Enemies than it does Friends, This 
would never do for The Eminent; therefore, we have withdrawn 
fromour pages the Announcements of the “ &1: 1:0 Prize,”  Slo- 
pers Art Union,” “The Sloper Wateh,” “Sloper’s Graphology,” 
“Sloper’s: Presents,” and © Tootsie’s Matrimonial Agency,” and we 
trust that our readers, even those who have applicd so long and 
so patiently without saecess, will realize our position and agree 
with us that we have adopted the wisest course, Meantime, your 
humble servant, A. SLoper, will continue to inhale saline and 
gaze on female loveliness by the sad sea waves, 

-* 
* 

© Divorce, divorce, divorce,” murmured the blue eved babel-t, 
ashe seanned over the daily paper which his affectionate father had 
hud carelessly onone side, & No wonder the old man looks happy. 
Nelp me, if he aint had alish old time of it lately.” 

* 

AJ SLOPER is never seen to greater advantage than when ata 
Garden Party, and, as a rule, at these functions, his attire is fault- 
less. Marlborough House knows . 
hem well, and Countesses an 
Duehesses, and even Rovalty, 
have been Known to speak openty 
of the shinyness of his patent 
leathers and the snowy white- 
hess of his spate. But it is not 
only the West-cod that SLOPER 
wlorns ; nowand again he is seen 
wood way Kast of where Temple 
Rar used tobe. Saturday, Juno 
20th, for instance, found him at 
o Garden Parts, hetd in’ the 
Grounds of the “Ware and 
Hounds’ Hotel,’ Lea Bridge 
Road, in aid of the Funds of the 
Good Intent Aid Society. We 
shall not attempt to chronicle 
here the number of times A. SLO- 
PER visited the refreshment tent 
that afternoon, or allude to the 
number of plates of strawberries 
snd cream he managed to clear 
ont; stfliee it to say that he is 
still alive. ae 

* 

THE following day, Sunday, 
the Old Man got up early, and 
after having a seidlitz powder for 
break fast, accompanied by Alex- 
andry, took part in the St, 
Gieorse’s-in-the- Bast United Friendly Societies’ Demonstration, in 
aid of the Children’s Hospital, Shadwell, “ Don't: you think, 
feyther, it would be advisable to insure our lives if we're going 
to many more of these ‘ere ponss!” quoth the Blue Eyed Chitling, 
But before his Sire could reply, cold carrot had lain him senseless 
on the floor of the Family barouche, 

. 


for all, to discontinue pivin 


* 

THE committer of the Alexandra Park Trotting Club are making 
strung efforts to popularize trotting in this country, and the success 
they met with during the last few meetings, held at Alexandra Park, 
was thoroughly deserved. The sport was excellent, most of the 
best horses in this country competing, in addition to one or two 
splendid specimens of the Australian trotter, The next meeting is 
to be held on July 2oth, when the club will doubtless be as liberally 
supported as heretofore, e. : 

* 


AFTER the emphatic failure of Formosa, at Drury Lane Theatre, 
it behoved Mr. Augustus Harris to be somewhat careful in’ his 
: ra selection of a piece 
to follow Dion 
Boucicault’s adap- 
tation of a penny 
novelette. The late 
Charles Reade’s 
drama, Drink, is 
not, in our opinion, 
the wisest choice, 
but, doubtless, Mr. 
Harris has good 
reasons for giving 
it preference ; and, 
mounted with 
such magnificence, 
dressed upto date, 
and with so good 
yocompany tes ine 
ferpret it. it will be 
hard, indeed, if it 
does not fulfil its 
purpose asa step. 
rap omntil the ad. 
vent of the yrreat 
autumnal produc- 
tiem os + 


Wor tetve it, upon 
the undisputed au- 
thority of the cele- 
brated corflense, 
Troefitt, that curbs 
Jonews foamy. espe- 
rel dard. whe. of he 


This is sie 


mreorapidly goin cont of fishin, 
tially te the come pournalst and the doe 
canmet fied aorhvine te girl dn curl bad better reture from the 
battle of file altesether, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


(Saturday, July 4, 1891. 


A SINGLE glance at the two exhibitions suffices to show that as 
far as they are concerned, trade could not possibly be brisker, The 
difference of the class of 
visitor te each exhibition 
ix decidedly — peculiar, 
Whereas, at the Naval Kx- 
hibition we get the staid, 
steady, and extremely 
respectable portion of the 
community, at the Ger- 
manrics we are treated 
to an entirely different 
class of patrons — men 
and women whom it 
would be only kindness 
and moderation to desiz- 
nate as frivolous and 
flighty. Indeed, it seems 
to us that to this class of 
visitor alone is the enor- 
mous success of the exhi- 
bition due. Flirtation 
undisguised and un- 
abashed seems the order 
of the day, or rather of 
the night ; and waitresses, 
shop girls, barmaids, and 
loveliness generally seem 
to be continually engaged 
in this pastime with all 
sorts and conditions of 
men, ee 

* 

THE Ancient Rumfoozler has very wisely conferred the “ Sloper 
Award of Merit” upon Mk. St. JOHN WONTNER, because he knows 
what he’s about. “Vm glad you've made him an F.O.S8., feyther,” 
chirped the Heir to the Sloper Estates, “for I honestly believe he 
did the best he could, ander the cires.,, for poor old Cumming. 
The odds were agin him, feyther. The odds were agin him,” 

7? 


SOME rare specimens of the gardeners’ skill were to be seen at 
the Rose Show held at the Royal Aquarium, last week and the 
public, by whom it was liberally patronized, were highly delighted 
with the exhibits, The management of the Aquarium are to be 
congratulated on the success of their undertaking in the interests 
of horticulture, a 

* 


ENGLISHMEN, awake! Salute this happy morn, for to-day the 
Kaiser, escorted by his suite, arrives in London, There are ikely 
to be hish =e 
jinks in Lons 


don during > vac 4 =| 
sofoura ia the | CERMAN | | 
capital, but it EMPEROR | 
oe visit | | 
that Albert | 
Edward will | LON DOM i! | 
make himeelf | Pt O€Taesw 7 
Dany 


cons picuo 
by he ateouss CRAmPuS 
at several of | ©” 
the ceremonies ‘~-—---—-- 
at which His i 
Iinperial Ma- 

jesty will at- 

tend. Nephew 

and uncle 

have never 
been the 
greatest of = 
friends, and 

the Baccarat 
Seandal has 

still further wi- 

dened the gap, 

and, should 

they meet too 
often, we 

might be en- 
tertained with 

the — unusual 
spectacle of nephew scolding uncle. Verily, we live ina strange age. 

* 


* 
£1:1:0 and the “Storer AWARD OF MERIT” have been 

presented to EDWARD JAS, COLEBY, Theatre Street, East Dereham, 
for the best poein of eight lines on the “Queen's Accession,” 

Fifty and four long years ayo ascended to the throne, 

Our Sovereign, Queen Victoria -a Queen we're proud to own, 

In time of toil and trouble, in time of peace and Joy, 

Right nobly hath she governed us; in her is ne alloy. 

The sun shines o'er her people in far-off lands, amd yet 

On all her vast dominions that san doth never set. 

Surely a reign more prosperous long ages have not seen ! 

Sincerely let us then unite, aul sing, * Gud Save the Queen!" 

* 


* 

AN ever generous public still p rsists in forwarding to us sub- 
scriptions on behalf of the poor of London, so the following 
amounts, received for * ALLY'S Christmas Appeal,” will be carried 
forward to next year’s fund: L. M. Everingham, 2s, 6d. ; Rex, 1s, 6d. 

2 ¢€ 


. 
THE recent revelations aneut “the unsanitary condition of 
laundries,” have so frightened many ladies that they have discon- 
tinned sending their dainty garments to - 
these “hot-beds of disease,” and the 
business of such establishments has 
suffered accordingly. The washerwomen 
—beg pardon—laundresses, have ALLY'S 
entire sympathies. At the same time, he 
desires to point out a certain consoling 
fact, viz.: tha!, happen what may, if the 
amount of dirty Hinen to be washed in 
public is anything like what it has been 
during the last few weeks, there wiil 
be no lick of work—never, 
Le 


* 

THE giuleless pro- 
prictors of a new 
nonalcoholic malt a 
beer recently fore -- 
warded) some sam- ( 
ples to this dentof , 
inianity, evidently \ 
inthe hope of ta 
dueme the Eminent 
to become a convert 
to teetotal priner 
ples, bet up to the 
time of going to 
pe that much to 
xo desired consume 
Teeetiemte Das met Deen os 
arrived at. Tn these : a - -—— 
chive of libel actions we 
it may be as well to remark,that this is not intended as a reflection 
on the beer, as 

THE some firm also sent a sample of a nen-aleoholie lemonade. 
Funny thio with the exception of the celebrated lemenide of 
Pellvhooles. we always fancied that beverave to be entirely devoid 
of“ clevattiigs ? properties, , i 


A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 
A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING JULY 11TH, 189], 
= 

6th July, 1560.—This day, a loaded firelock went off by 
accident in the house of Adrian Arten, a Dutchman, in Crooked 
Lane, and sct fire to a barrel and a firkin of gunpowder, blowin, 
up four houses and terribly shattering several others, and hilled 
nine men and women and greatly burned divers more. 


6th July, 1888.—This day, at Henley Regatta, a boat wa. 
swamped, ne rower had disappeared into the stream, and in 
another minute his fair companion would have followed fh; 
example, had not a strong young fellow in an adjacent craft wit! 
one bold grasp lifted the girl into safety, and gently reassur. «| 
her before she Led time to scream, She was just on the verge «os 
wild, hysterical fit, when her rescuer calmed her thus—* You ar, 
safe. He is safe, Don't cry.” She looked up into the face of her 
brave preserver, and was silenced, It was just like a romanc:. 
According to all the old fashioned rules of melodrama, they ouyiit 
to have loved one another, married, and lived happily ever after. 
wards, But then there was that other man who was rescucd als«, 
That made it rather awkward, and effectively spoiled the romanc.., 


7th July, 1839.—On this day, at the Stock port Petty Session, 
two men, named Partington and Hurst, were ple with a 
burglary in the house of Mr. Rostron Lingard, of Stockport. Th. 

rincipal piece of evidence against Hurst, who was a soldier on 
Farloush, consisted of the mark of his teeth in a pot of buttrr! 
He happened to have a broken tooth of very peculiar form, and 
having, whilst plundering the house, indu ged himself with a 
mouthful of butter, he had left the mark of his teeth 8o distinctly 
imprinted upon the remainder, as to leave no doubt about his guilt, 


8th July, 1732.—Mary Millicent was this day indicted f. 
being a common scold, She pleaded guilty to her indictment, a1. 
submitted to the mercy of the court, who, in consideration of hy 
having been in prison ten weeks already, fined her only one shi’. 
ling, and ordered her to be discharged. in the Mayor's chaml«; 
at Newcastle-upon-Ty ne, an ancient branks used to be exhibited {ur 
the edification of scolds, This instrument fitted over the head and 
locked behind; a tongue-piece projected, intended to enter th. 
mouth to keep down the unruly member of the subject operate: 
upon. ; 


Oth July, 1858.—Lord Ingestre and a number of ladies awl 
gentlemen gave a private fete this evening at Cremorne Gardens 
The admission was by voucher only, and the general public excluded, 


Heavy rain caused the affair to be a somewhat dreary fiasco, 


10th July, 1791.—Voltaire’s remains were this ef deposites| 
under the ruins of the Bastile. As & specimen Voltaire’s 
English, we give the following lines :— 
“ Sur les Anglais. 
Capricious, proud, the same axe avails 
To chop off monarch’s heads ur horses’ tails.” 


llth July, 1885.—A shopman, passing through Regent Strevt 
this day, about noon, was suddenly covered from head to waist hy 
a swarm of bees, which alighted upon him. With care he divested 
himself of his coat and hat; the bees took flight again, leaving the 
man unharmed. 


“OFT IN THE STILLY NIGHT.” 


(Sung by Lis Eminence the Eminent during a sajourn at a su 
side beatding hones.) 
OFT in the stilly night 
Ere slumber’s chain has bound me, 
1 rise with vengeful spite, 
And madly grope around me. 
Then groans and sueeis, 
Th’ intruder hears, 
And words of anger spoken ; 
And he hides again 
In the counterpane 
For fear that his bones be broken. 
Thus, in the stilly night, ere stumber’s chain has bound me, 
I rise and put to flight the gruesome host around me! 


—_———~——_——_ 


THE LATE LAMENTED. 

THE great Australian liner, Weellamalooloo Belle, lay in the 
offing, and the steam tender that had brought the emigrants ashor 
was already returning. A lone widow woman stood upon the quay 
She heaved a heavy sigh as she took a last look at the beanttu! 
boat, thrown into such bold relief by the sun setting on the lens 
line of the horizon, then she pulled down her rusty black veil, a1! 
started for the luggage office. 

“Now then, eight-‘ours-a-day,” she snarled, contemptaou-ly, 
the porter in charge, with the air of a woman who would net t- 
denied, “ hurrry up with my traps.” 

© They reall ‘ere, in one ‘cap, missix,” he replied, as he commence: | 
to pile them ona trolley, 

“This ain't all, is it?” 

“That's all your ticket calls for, missis.” 

“Well, I had six bundles altogether, I'll swear,” she continu! 
as, with a puzzled frown, she looked her belongings over. 

“1 dunno what you ad,” replied the man, dubiously, “ but th." 
all I’ve got left: there's nothin’ else on the wharf—barrin’ a collie 

“Why, that's just it,” #he squealed, “that's my ’usband in thet 
L knew Vad six, and if he’s in any way rumpled, or that cold mee 
box is smashed, the South Western Il ‘ear remarks from me, 
yeu get them things in the guard's van, and when you move ti! 
Coffin just spend most o” yer Gine bein’ careful with it, or the fun il 
will be postponed till [have dusted up this station with all that 1 
left of you personally.” X : 

And that porter was careful. Indeed, those who saw him hanile 
the goods thought he must be a new man hired on trial, 


—$$ 


MORE IMPATIENCE. . 
Nort long ago a friend of ours, on going to take a railway tich:t, 
found the booking clerk engaged in filling up Ace ticket, er" 
excess voucher, or something similar, Being of an irritable natu. 
he was unable to wait patiently, but went to the bar and drank +! 
his disgust at being kept waiting. Returning anon to the hooker : 
ollice, he found the clerk still at it. filling: ap another dog tel. 
most likely. [nsterd of asking him to leave off and fork oul 
third single, he yelped ont, in the tones of one who is irritated 
“Great Seott! haven't you done writing that dashed neve! 
yours yet, confound youl” : J 


had 
Vise! 
rele 
ite 
not 


——— ——@-————— 


THE HEIGHT OF CONSIDERATION. 

CONSIDERATE? That was no word for his delicate regard 

take, for instance, his conversation with his kundlady at Mar. ot 
alter bis first night ina Fort) Crescent foureposter,  & May tl 


: 

' 
ma i 
madame he said, with that inimitable © cvd-the-next-artic eM: 
air, which can only be assumed by the cultured, “is it asking / 
' 


too mreh to put mein another bedroom 2” a 
“Why. Mr. Occamatinkledrop, whatever is the matter 2" re) 
the aiaable femate. 
© Oh—er,” replied he, “if you—cr—insist, of course Tom 
vou, The fact of the matter is—T know it is a fret, beeause all! 
' The bed vers 
\ 


ist t 


friends tell me so— Pina very obtrusive snorer, ! 
well, Preed not partiouhirise 


treat fast recht was fall of—er- | 
ving thet 


AS Aman With w eonscience, Lcouldn't think of disturt 
of any of my fellow-creatures. 1 have a heart inomie, my ; 

madam; [have indeed! Tf you will allot me a roem 10 which 
there isa bed whieh bas no—L need not particularice—in it, Fl | 

beable to sleep and to snore to-night with a elear conser’ | 
you can rest with the Knowledee that your best cropat- | Sea 

you will net foree me to particulrize—have enjoyed a peace jul 

healthy slumber.” 


Saturday, July 4, 1891.) 


A FITTING FATE. 


A —e 


Lo, bigots now 
can bounce ill; 
For awhile their 
prate means nil, 
Since the London 
County Council 
Drops its stupid 
Theatres Bill. 
The prying play- 
inspector, 
The mean Music- 
hall-ish Spy, 
And the so-called 
Vice-corrector 
All now pipe the 
Other Eye, 
REFRAIN, 
With no nanghty- 
dress-ins pec: 
tion, 
No more Zivo- 
back -detec- 


ee ee 


4 Dear / Me 
“MORE MAS PCCIICY of 
Belle /s - on Lihy 
e_Acrosers foe 
ia NS 
> 2S 


tion, 
r? No more azure- 
nied song-correction 
es Cheerless| Chad- 
tly band’s chance is 
iit, nil, 

And _ playhouse 
for chiefs, who've 
viel long protested, 
hier Must leave “sketchers ” unmolested 
ih Now Councillors “chuck ” their must congested 
et “ Theatres, etcetera Bill.” 
for ‘True, Theatre and “ Hall,” too, 

Ti Are, at times, not too precise ; 
the But, still there is no call to 
ted Treat them ad as haunts of vice. 
Common-sense cau duly trounce ill, 
uel And true censorship fulfil; 
eae So, no wonder London's Council 
el, Had to drop its faddish Bil! 
With no more, ete. 
aoe 
Li A BRIDE FROM THE DEEP. 
(A ROMANCE OF HASTINGS.) 

Ife loved her. Jonathan Aminadab Badpun loved her with his 
whole soul, Editha Sidesmirk looked inexpressibly lovely that 
nivht as she sat at dinner at Miss Shadyside’s Boarding Establish- 
ment, Seabreeze House ; and as he passed her plate for a fourth 

reat helping of black currant pie, he slightly pressed her tapering tinzers. 

by The tell-tale colour mounted to her cheeks, She blushed ; she 

Hed loved him then, 

the Little did the wretched Jonathan, as he reposed his 6 ft. frame 
upou his 4ft. Gin. bed that night, guess that it takes a good deal 
more than a squeeze of the finger to make the ordinary boarding- 
house damsel blush, — # * * * * 

Seu! She loved him. Miss Badalia Shadyside, sole proprietress of 


Seabreeze House, 
loved Jonathan with a wild and consuming passion, 
saw her ideal; in the 
careful manner in which 
he deducted “ bootclean- 
ing” from his bill she re- 
cognized a kindred soul, 

* * * 
A month, and Badpun's 

holiday has almost tled, 

Lut he has not yet de- 
| clared his passion. 
y Kditha has gone to 
bathe now, and Jonathan, 
as he sits on the beach 
intently watching a cer- 
tain machine, determines 
that this day shall decide 
his fate. 

Ah! awell known form, 
elad in brilliant blue, is 
splashing in the sea. ’Tis 
she !— his heart's queen, 
But stay, a huge white 
crested billow rushes in 
—a wild shriek as the 
blue robed figure dis- 
Appears, Heavens! the remorseless flood is sweeping his darling 
to eternity. “Save her! oh, save my future bride!” shrieks Jona- 
than toa knot of loafers standing by. 

; With the courage of despair Jonathan plunges into the seething 
flood. A hand grasps his. He seizes the owner and bears her 
triumphantly to the beach, Sured! SAVED! 

Jonathan implores her to speak to him—to him who loves her. 

But who is this?) Editha, and, standing by his side; confusion, 


wky, unlovely, very uncertain aged Badalia, 
In him she 


th i Who, then, has he saved?) Great snakes! BADALIA SHADYSIDE, 
ue : 'Twas a double machine! * * * * 
ai Badalia has married him, He resisted ; she threatened. Dozens 

sal had heard his words, “Save my future bride!" Explanations were 
ie ; useless, His spirit is broken. He has taken to drink and been 
a relegated to the kitchen, He hates water like poison, and refuses 

‘lle iteven in his whisky. Editha is still seeking her aftinity, but not, 
Unie not at Seabreeze House. 

ey 
GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
No. 1.—Tootsie SLOPER. 

chit. THOUGH fertile my Muse is, she flatly 
Oral refuses 
tre (With modest confusion) to take as 
hs a theme 
he That divinest of lasses, whose beauty 
eh surpasses 
yt The gushingest poet's most ex- 


quisite dreain. 
For she swears that, though never at 
rhyming 80 clever, 
No adequate portrait she ever could 


give 
Of that thrice-pretty maiden, that 
creature of Aidenn, 
Fair Tootsie—sweet Tootsie—the 
Queen of the “ Friv.” 


So I can’t—more's the pity—describe 
in this ditty 
The charms of the ballet’s super- 
lative star; 
But I'll sing how the name of that 
star, and the fame of 
Her beauty have been promulgated 
80 far, 
That each Johnnie and chappie, o'er 
banquet grown happy, 
Will always, ‘mid cheerings sym- 
posiac, give 
As the toast that is sweetest — with 
tapture repletest— 
“Pair Tootsie—dear Tootsie—the 
Queen of the “ Friy.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 
— 

PUTNEY, June 12th, 1891. 
Dear ALLY,—I send youacepy of The Strand, which contains 
& portrait of Mr. Edgar Haddock, the celebrated Yorkshire violinist. 
Of this musical fish, who is eplashing in London at present, | Had- 
dock oceasion to remark that, instead of the fiddle, the harp of 
Erin (Herring) would be more appropriate an iustrument—eh ? 

Pray accept the above with my love, and believe me, 
Yours always, AN AMATEUR, 


THE Aspestos WAREHOUSE, 264 N.Z, VoorBURGWAL, 261, 
AMSTERDAM, June 16th, Isl. 

DEAR ALLY,—Being a resident in this city for some years, T was 
very much surprised, the other day, in taking a walk, to see a ease 
with the sign, in large letters,“ Ally Sloper's Arms,” Of course, 
being one of your admirers, | at once entered to see what the 
Dutch hoops could make of you, aud was pleased to find a very 
hice and obliging lady at the bar, also many Englishmen who, like 
f, had called in to sce what it could be | 1 can only say 

. 4 ciate you. The 
cafe is certainly very nice, with your smiling face ou the walls in 
various places, Trusting | am not trespassing on your time, 
Yours truly, WM, TODD. 


SLOPER'S VAGARIES. 
No, 68.—lik Postpones THE PERPETRATION OF VAGARIES. 
Ye pious, who peruse each week 

The decds of good Sir Searlet Beak, 
Because ye find, in every freak, 
His virtues never vary !— 
Ye practical, who read with pride 
The Figleaf's acts, because ye've spied 
That common-sense is still his guide 
In every vague vagary !— 
Ye wanderers, whom the ocean foam 
Divides from your ancestral home, 
And who devour our pomester’s pome 
Each week, because some fairy 
Transports you, by an intluence bland, 
Right back into your native land, 
While gleefully ye read the Grand 
Old Vague One's vague Vagary !— 


Yo sweet, who study SLOPER'’S games, 

Lecause a right warm nook he claims 

In all the hearts of all the « 
In mansion, cottage, dairy 

Ye amorous dudes, who read our glad 

Lothario'’s larks, because, egad ! 

Fall many a wrinkle ye have had 
From many a vague Vagary !— 


Ye rich, ye poor, ye foul, ye fair, 
Ye everybody, everywhere, 
Who ne'er could life's privations bear 
If ye had not these airy 
Romances of our Boss to read !— 
This week your hearts must break and blecd ; 
This week your screeder, in his screed, 
Describes no vague Vagary ! 


Some nights ago, the Blizzard Blight 
Came blithering, blustering, homeward, tight. 
And hurled three slops, with main and mizht, 
Heads foremost down an “airey” 
And now, condemned to seven days’ hard, 
the's ina dreary dungeon barred, 
So can’t commit—oh, wretch ill-starred !— 
His wonted vasuae Vaesery ! 
See zs 


PULPIT PLEASANTRY. 

THERE was a vein of humour ina strugeling young parson we 
once knew, that rather overflowed the suitable gravity of his call- 
ing. Occasionally he would, if emergency seemed to require it, 
introduce a subtle “wheeze” or actat Family Herald back page 
jape into his sermon for the sake of arousing the flagging attention 
of his hearers, On one such occasion as this, noticing that his tlock 
had a bias towards sleeping, he paused suddenty in his discourse 
and remarked— 

“Ah, my friends, little do you reck of the sufferings of our 
missionaries in the wilds of Africa, on account of the very remark- 
able mosquitoes there to be encountered. A great many of them 
will weak a pound, and they get on trees and bark when the 
missionaries are passing by.” 

By this time all ears were open, and he proceeded to finish his 
discourse, Next day one of the flock, one of many who had had 
but little sleep that night, thinking over the parson's words, called 
to ask if it was “all O K” about “the mosskeeters,” for, as he ex- 
pressively put it, “Sich Jumbos never had been ‘eard on.” 

« Ah,” said the parson, “ but I did not say that exe of them would 
weigh a pound. said a‘ great many will, and I should think a 
million might.” 

The parishioner seemed quite crestfalien for a moment, but 
returned to the attack, with— 

“Well, anyhow, you won't deny as ‘ow you said that they barked 
at the missionaries ?” : 

“Brother,” returned the sky pilot, kindly, “I said they would get 
on trees and bark 1” 

A sucked-in look came into the worshipper’s eves, Next day he 
sent a boy round for his books and pew hassock, and the jocose 
divine saw him in that congregation no more. 


——.> ——_ 


THE MAKING OF THE HAY. 
Lo, the grass has grown! go, merrymen, and mow it : 
Bend your limber limbs, ye bonnie boys, and strew it : 
Take your rakes, ye buxom merry maids, and “row” it, 
That its under side may feel the solar ray. 
Work your hardest, Jim and Jack, and Joan and Daisy ! 
For the tempest-fearing farmer will be crazy 
If he sees you for a single moment lazy 
In the season of the making of the hay! 


And the maiden, though too plump to be a fairy, 

Looks bewitching in her dress so light and airy ; 

Aud the stripling, though ‘twould be a sad vagary 
If his boorishness we ventured to gainsay, 

Seems a demigod to her. And, in high feather, 

Side-by-side they toil, all in the sunny weather, 

And no wonder if their hearts draw close together 
In the season of the making of the hay ! 


Time, at times, they tind for loving looks delicious, 

And for flirting and philanderings capricious, 

And for kisses and for squeezes surreptitious, 
While the farmer's eagle eyes are turned away 

And the farmer little dreams, amid the raking 


QUERY FOR CRICKETERS.—Who Bo(w)I'd Robin Hood? 

WHO was the real “La Cigale” in April?—Her Majesty the 
Queen, Newspapers at Grasse, please copy. 

How to “ pay dear for your whistle "—Go to St, Martin’s-le-Grand 
and whistle into the Paris telephone for three minutes, 

WHy is an inhabitant of a London slum like a wild beast of the 
forest /—Because he lives in a foul (1)air. 

“ LF there were less “ Police Intelligence” inthe papers and nu: re 
“ police intelligence” iu the police, what a blessing it would be. 


BOLDEROCK. 
(A Romaunt OF Yr OLDEN TYME.) 
age 
CHAVTER [X.—( Continued ), 
THE day was dull and cold and grey, as if it had been specially 
prepared for such an occasion, A funereal gloom, accentuated by a 


“Hit him on the raw!" 


heavy fog, permeated the atmosphere, and in great measure this 
gloom communicated itself to the faces of those who resided in 
the market square where the final scene was to take place, becau-e 
if the fog increased, it might have a detrimental effect on the 
letting of windows which commanded a good view of the pro- 
aga, 

Twas the day of the execution. 

And the two rival evening papers had got full and reliable 
accounts of the tragic scene already in type, and all that had to be 
done was to pull the handle of the machine. 

*Twas the day of the execution, 

The Lady Mary Ann looked round her gloomy cell with listless 
and lack-lustre eyes, As she looked back upon the past, she smole 
asad smile of triumph when she thought of the discomtiture of 
the Lady Sarah Jane, She felt that such a moment of victory 
atoned for some misery, but not so dreadful as that she had to 
undergo, She knew she was innocent—alas ! she regretted she was 
innocent, Because, had 
she possessed the super- 
natural powers, she 
would simply have 
changed herself into a 
sparrow and hopped 
the twig. She did not 
blame the Saracen trou- 
badour, She believed 
him to be no sorcerer, 
True, he had deserted 
her and left her to bear 
the reproach and = pun- 
ishment of having used 
his fatal gift, which it 
was possible he might 
have explained to the 
satisfaction of the jury. 

Sut then, he may have 
been dead, She shud- 
dered as she looked 
forward to the ordeal 
through which she had 
to pass, There was one 
comfort, however, The 
monk who ministered 
to her had hypnotised 
her, and proposed to “ 
send her to sleep as 
soon as the match was 
applied, so that she 
might feel no pain, 
But if she awoke while she was only half done! The thought was 
painful,and she clasped her hands around her knees in grief, 

"Twas the day of the execution. 

A long, dusty roadway stretched out as far as the eye could 
reach. A hansom cab was dashing along ata rapid pace, and ever 
and anon,as the horse showed « disposition to tlag, an anxious 
looking young man, seated inside, shouted to the driver— 

“Hit him on the raw, Johnnie! Wake him up somehow ; hang 
the expense!" 

The youth bore in his hand a blue, official looking envelope. We 
have seen that youth before! It was the youth of the dual exist- 
ence—the Saracen slave, the chance listener to the conversation 
between the Lady Sarah Jane Bolover and the aged minstrel, 

* * * * . * 

“Boom!” The clang of the prison bell fell on the ears of the 
assembled multitude, and they knew the fateful hour had arrived, 
“Boom t” sounded the bell once more, and ere the third toll had 
been rung the prison gates swung open and the procession of monks 
swept slowly out, and voices were hushed as the solemn strains ef 
the penitential psalm rose on the morning air. “Boom!” The 


Kindling a dame, 


| sandalled feet of the prisoner faltered as she faced the multitude, 


clad in a white, easy fitting garment begirt with a hempen rope, 
“Boom!” A murmur of excitement rose as the grim presence of 
the executioner — manifested 
itself. “Boom!” Slowly the 
prisoner ascended the — pyre 
and the executioner adjusted 
the chains which bound her 
to the stake. Then he stepped 
in front of the judve aid by 
a sign intimated that all was 
ready. A silent’ nod was the 
response, and the executioner 
drew out a box of matches, 
which would light only on the 
box, “Boom!” — There was 
breathless silence as he struck 
the first mateh, which a pull of 
wind blew out. While he was 
about to make the fatal scratch 
with the second, a wild shriek 
Durst from a portion of the 
crowd, which hurriedly parted 
to admit a dust covered hansom 
eab, Lightly a youth sprang 
from the vehicle, and waving a 
blue official envelope over his 
head, shouted— 

“She is saved! Here isa free 
pardon from the King!” 

A wild cheer of joy rang out 
from the fickle crowd. The san 
shone out; the firewood man 
smiled softly, for he saw a way 
to yet back the unconsumed 
wood at fifty per cent, under the 
contract price, and the only 
remaining trace of gloom was 
on the face of the editors of the 
two evening papers, who did not see how the full and reliable 
accounts of the execution could be made to square with a free 
pardon. (To be continucd newt week.) 


“A free pardon !” 
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“THE “F.0.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. HE KOOKED BUSY: 


No, 210,—M. JEAN DE REeszKkk, F.O.S. 

“Tt is with considerable trepidation that we herewith present 
our readers with the portrait of this celebrate] catawauller, ee 
we are most decidedly doubtful as to the truth of the following ¥ cr - here's y vf 
particulars connected with his career, and our generous and in- Harry. Hallo, Jack, you down here. w s your, wite? 1 
dulgent readers must accordingly take them at their own valua- Jack (lying on sands), In Loudon, idling Ler time away, as usual. 
it was born of rich but honest parents, who, being Harry, Aud you . 
ue day discovered by an unusually sober police official en- + ne 
deavouring to convert a jeweller from the Rue de Thingamy . ack. Oh, Timidows hereon important ae 
int 


~ 


PUNISHMENT FOR BIGAMY IN THE EARLY AGES. 


shure DL met with their deserts in the galleys of Toulon, 

aiid cue tittle hark wan left to lack attes imal, After warions FOWL-HARDINESS. 
adventures we find him apprenticed toa garlic flavoured Italian} 

from Saffron Hill, and dividing his time between yrinding an 
erygan and ill-treating « half-starved moukey, It was here that 
Jean learnt to perfection the language of his master, whieh has 
since stood him in such good steal, Walking along the strects 
one day, and being ina merry mood, he suddenly commenced 
singing Bogie Man! Struck with the power and quality 
of his voice, a gentleman, who was passing, stopped Jean, took 
him home, washed, fed, clothed and musically educated him, and 
to that philanthropic individual Jcan owes his present exalted 
position, That man was —-hush—-SL*r*r. Chietly because he's 
the King of Opera, Jean was created F.O.S., and the ‘Sloper 
Award of Merit’ presented to him July 20th, 1889."—Debrett 
Improved, 


os 


q 


Fil. 


ASS-ISTANT WANTED. 
Examining Doctor (to candidate for dispenser in hospital), Aud, 
pray, why did you leave your last situation ? 
Candidate, Vleft through an inquest on a family of nine T 
(At m,—Not enqaved. 


poisoned by mistake, sir. 


Waren! 
tune 


the garden again."——(2). “ You're at your old work, scratching up the plauts, eh? giduy sparkler."——(5). “ Rather warm work this, for a middle-aged embonpointy 
But I'll give you beans, my boy !"——(3). “ Ha, ha! I thought I should wake you up | party. But, thank goodness, he's gone."-—-(6). “SoamI!1" (And then Pugwash 
a bit, my ancient cockalorum.”——(4), “Oho! you've taken refuge on the water- | cooled down considerably, and thought perhaps he had carried the thing a little too far. 


DANCING GIRLS. | 


(1). “ Hullo!" exclaimed Pugwash, “ there's that confounded old Cochin China in | butt, have yes? I rather fancy you'll have to skedaddle from there, my gay ano 


my? a) ig 
iat y : My, lls Z 


te": 


All this vast amount of fuss simply because Monsieur has re- 
fused to bring Ma:lame to the seaside. 


No. 1. Brown, left to take care of the house, conceives a happy When little Rarlam went to ask for the hand of the bea 
The girl who only waltzes, notion of keeping the baby and himself ont cf mischief. tiful Miss Coeqne, he say's he never felt so sheepish in his life. 
ddd tial pene “ 
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